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M DCC LXXX, 


ESD LOGURT. 


Written by AARON HILL, Eſq. 


1 N youth when modeſiy end merit meet, 
How rare the union, and the force bow ſaweet | ' 
Te at ſmall praiſe our bumble author aims, 
His friend may gut bim what bis on 1 
Ladiet—to you, ba makes his chief addreſt; 
Fo-m'd to be pray d to, and e en bern to bleſs ; 
He feels your power bimſeif, and makes it feit ; 
His 1 will teach each flubborn leart to meli; 
Ard each fair eye that now ſhines ſoftly bere, 
Anon foall ſpine fli'l ſofter thro' a tear. 
Let not corftraint your gen'reus fighs repreſs 
Nor weil compaſſion, nor repel diſtreſs. 
Your ſexs ftrength is in ſucb weakneſs found, 
Apd fighyand teayy but belp your churmt to wound. 
, all the wonders taught us by the fair, 
*Tis ſtrargeſt, tragedy ſbeulil laſe their care! 
Whe e Love, ſoft tyrant, in full glory reigns, 
And ſow" reige Beauty holds the world in chains. 
Lefs poliſb d, and mer: bolt, the comick muſe 
Tnkings your Cupid, er obſtrutts bis views, 
Upbolds preſuming wit's familiar claim, 
And blots out awve from love's diminiſh'd flame: 
Finds or makes faults, and ſets them ſtrong in 4 
And dares draw woman falſe, or vein or light: . 
While tragedy your ſervant try'd and trve, - 
Still to your fame dewated, and te you, 
Enflav d to love, ſubdu'd ambitien brings, 


. 


Firms Beauty's putoer, ard crowns it kings of kin 
br, A i 


Let wiſh'd aitention grace our ſcene to-nig 
And mourn'd afflictions move refin d 9% an 
Each tender light of life wwe recommend, 
Wife, buſsand, ſubjeft, parent, ſon, ond frie 
Atl -yeur impaſſion'd int ret: fall engage, 
And bepes, aud fears, and pity, fire the ſtage. © 

Then, when ſoft ſorrow ſwells the fair-one's bred) 
Ard ſod impreſjions mix 21h nightly reſt 
Pleaſing remembrance ſha'l our ſcene ſupply, 

And the ſweet ſaddening ir fluence never die. 


. 
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Spoken by a Girl in Boy's Cloaths, tripping} - 


in haſtily, 


H, gentlemen Im come, but was not ſunt ye : 
A welunteer—Pray, does my ſize content ye ? 
I am yours; ſex, bleſs'd as Heaven can make ye ; 


Man , 
And 46s times weak wwoman, I forſake ye. 


aiſclaims. F | 
«| 
Not I—farewel! to petticoats and ſtitching, 


Who'd bt a wife, wvhen each net play can teach i 
To what fine ends theſe lords of ours beſeech ut? 
At firſt, whate'er they do, they dom=ſo charming! 
But mark what follows; frightful, and alarming! 
They feed too faſt on love, then fick ning tell us, 
They can't, for ſooth, be kind——becauſe they're jealm, 
Mie wwiz/d be women, then, to figb and ſuf, 
And wiſh, and wait or the flow-coming freflert 


And welcome dear, dear breeches, more bewitching! 
Henceferth, new-moulded, I'll rove, love, and Wands, 
And fight, and florm. and charm—like Periande, 
Born for rbis dapper age, pert, ſport, and clever; 
Feier I grow a man, bit now or never, 

Well, * ro bat cond ſuits this trans formatin} 
ll copy ſome ſmart ſoul of converſation. 

Should there be war, I'd th} of fell: and'trencha; 
Should there be petce, I' thaſt ten favourite wenckdi 
Should I be Irv'd—Gadſo ! bow then No matte ; 
I'll bew, as you do, and lack froliſb at ber, 

And ſo, *vbo knows, thai never means to prove ye, 
But I'm as good a man as any of ye? 


18 Weill, it charming frolick, and Pl dot: 


Sirs, have I your conſent ? What ſay ye tot? 
Yet bold —Perbaps they'll dread a 152 bean; 
1 may be what I ſeem, {ur cught they know. 
Ladies, Faretuel I ſhould be db ro ſemve yes 
Could ant incrru fe of 2 fellas. grieve ye: 
Each, like myſelf, dewsted ne er to harm ye, 
And full as fits no doubt, to ſerve and charm ye. 


IPzocrtes, Tyrant of Epidaurus, in Poſſeſſion df 


the Crown of Corinth. 
M pon, his Favourite. ; 
LeoniDas, « Nobleman, ſecretly in the Queen) 


Intereſt. - 
Pzzx1AaN»DER, King of Corinth, 


PoryDoRE, his Son. 
AR1ISTON. 


W O ME N. 


EUR VYDIeER, Queen of Corinth. 
MrIISss4A, her Confidante. 


Officers, Guards, and Attendants. 


SCENE, ContnT#. 
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-AC.P- I. 


Eurydice and Meliſfa. 
, Thunder. 


ur. E heavenly Powers! land ſky? 
What means this dreadful war of ſea 
Ml. Dreadful, indeed ! It roſe not by degrees, 
But ail at once, a tempeſt wild and loud, [howls 
Eur. Hear, from the wint'ry north how keen it 
Thro' theſe lone towers, that rock with every blaſt, 
ach moment threatening ruin on our heads! 
But ſee ſtand here, and caſt thy eyes below, 
Der the broad ocean to the diſtant ſky, 
dee what confuſion. fills the raving deep! 
hat mountain-waves arite | "Tis terrible, 
And ſaiting to the horcors of my fate, 
The deep deſpair that deſolates my ſoul! [rocks 
Mel. Ha! look, behold, due weft, where yonder 
Der-hang the beating tides —Oh, ſight of woe 
our goodly ſhips, abandon'd to the ſtorm, 
Drive blindly with the billows, their drench'd fails} 
tripp'd off, and whirl'd before the reading wind. 
Eur. Aſſiſt them, all good Pow'rs! The ſtorm is 
nd the flood perilous. { high, | 
ook, now they climb a fearful ſteep, and hang 
Un the big ſurge that mixes with the clouds. 
dave me! it burſts, and headlong down, they reel 
nto the yawning gulph ! They cannot ſtape. 
\ ſea rowly o'er the foremoſt ! 4 
Mel. Ah! the trikes 
Un vonder wave-worn cliff, The fatal ſhock 
as doubtleſs ſhiver'd her ſtrong fide. She finks 
2 ſwiftly down, that ſcarce the raining eye 
un trace her talleſt maſt, Where is ſhe now? 
Id in the wild abyſs, with all her crew, 
N. loſt for ever 
Eur. Turn we from the ſight, 
Loo diſmal for a woman's eye to bear. 
I fated men ! whom knowing not, I mourn; ' 
hence, or what may they be ? Even now, perhaps, 
n ſome far diſtant land, a faithful wife, 
k tender parent, offers vows to Heaven 
| 4 their return, and fondly numbers up 
a lng'ring months of abſence. Fruitleſs love! 
ey never more all meet! —By my own ills 
*verely taught, | pity them: yet think 
heir fate, ail full of horror as it ſeems, 
8 12ther to be envy's. They are now 
hond the hand of fate, at relt for ever; 
le I, Melifſa——— 
2 Ab, Eurydice, 
royal miſtreſs, rather think the gods 
—_ teach you, by this fight of mouraful ruin, 
"erce and gentler thought, When others too 
'* miſerable, nct eo know the worſt 
ome eegire of dlifs, 


_—_— 


I tel! thee, no ill fate, no face of death 
Can be ſo dreadful as a life like mine. : 
Cal! back to thy remembrance what I've been t 
How happy ia a huſband, and a ſon 
The riſing boat of Greece ! Behold me now 
Caſt down to loweſt infamy ; the ſlave, 
The ſport of a foul tyrant, who betray'd me, 
And would deſtroy my honour. Gracious Heaven! 
And ſhall this boid offender, who has broke 
All bonds of holy faith, yet bids his ſoul 
Rejoice and take her eaſe ; ſhail he long triumph 
Here in the throne of Corinth, while ic's lord, 
The great unhappy Periander, roams 
An unknown fugitive? 
| Mel. Theſe tears, my queen, 
Theſe faithful tears, which ſympathiſing ſorrow 
Draws from my eyes, ſpeak the ſad ſhare 1 zake 
In all your mighty ills, 

Eur. Say, now, Meliſſa, 
Is there among the daughters of afli ion, 
One ſo forlora as poor Eurydice ? 
A priſoner heie, (Y:eQed to the power 
Of impious Procles, daily duom'd to hear, 
Oh, deadly inſult! his deteſt:d love 
bat ill can equal this ? Why oid I cruſt 
The brutal tyrant ? 
Mel. See, his minion's here. 


Enter Mecon. 3 
Med. Hail, beauteous queen! By me, the royal 


| Procles 

With lowly fervice bends him to your charms ; 
Bids (ſmiling health, and gentle pesce of mind 
Light up your morn, and make your evening fair. 


|} This, with the tendereſt vow 


Eur. Canſt thou inform me 

Of thoſe uahappy men, whom 1 but now 

Saw periſh on this coaſt ? 

Med. Not who they art . 
But what their fate, theſe eyes with dread beheld. 
The king too, from the morning's chace return'd, 
At this ſad fight ſpurr'd on with all his train, 

To ſaye, if poliibie, whom the wild ſea 

Caſt forth upon the land. But firſt his love, 

That counts each moment's abſence from your eyes 
An age of ling'ring torment, bade me fly 

With health and greeting to the ma:chleſs fair, 
Who holds his foul enſlav'd. | 

Eur. Then bear him back, 

From her whom he has wrong'd, betray'd, and ruin d, 
Horror and loathing. unrelenting ſcorn, 


And all a woman's hate. in juſt return 


For his deteſted love. The tyrent coward} 
To cruſh the fallen and heipleſy, to embittet 
The pangs, the miſeries bimfeif has caus'dy 
With gall of mockery ! 


Mi. 


eliſſa, no. 


_— Vaur pardon, Madam, 
« 
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4 . 
If I, the humbleſt of your ſlaves, preſume 

To place before your eyes in faithful proſpect, 
That mournful period, full of dread and danger, 
Which late you ſaw. Behold then your falſe ſub- 
'Wantonly mad, and fpurning every tie ſjefs, 
Of ſworn obedience; mix'd in one bold treaſon, 
Threat'ning and univerſal: your loſt huſband 
Abſent, involv'd in unſucceſsful war; 

His troops averſe and mutinods:, From them 
Bold faction with contagious ſ viRneſ⸗ ſpre ad 

To Corinth too; where the wild herd arouz'd, 
Inſulted you, and drove you to this fortreſs. 
Say, where was then your hope, when meagre fa- 
_ his deyouring ravage, and youreyes [mine 

aw daily, hourly periſh, thoſe poor few, 


| Whoſe faith had kept them yours ? 


Eur. Oh, would co Heaven, 
I then had periſh's too! 
Med. Such was your ſtate, 
Loſt even to hope, when generous Procles flew 
Impatient to your aid, diſpers'd and quell'd 
The genetal treaſon. May I dare to urge 
Theſe ſervices! But what are theſe? his throne, 
His heart is yourt ! he lays them at your feet; 
He bids you reign in both, 
Zur. Thou baſe of heart! 
To ſlaves like thee, who flatter and inflame 
Their prince's crimes, are owing half the plagues 
That curſe mankind. Has not thy cruel maſter, 
Whoſe guilt this ſhameful praiſe of thine brings 
On thy own ſoul, ſay, has he not uſurp'd, [home 
With perfidy avow'd, the very crown 
He ſwore to ſave? And I ton=——thy bold inſult 
Shews I indeed am wretched, But, away! 
*Tis baſe to parley with thee, the ſycophant 
Wholeads him on from guilt to guiit, and ſwears 
He grows a god by ſinning. [Exit Medon. 
Mel. Ah, my queen ! 
My heart forebodes ſome fatal conſequence 
Will grow of this. | 
Eur. Why, let it come, Meliſſa, 
I merit all that fortune can inflict, 
For rruſting this betrayer, this curs'd Procles? 
Mel. Alis! what could you do? 
Eur. I ſhould have died. 
He was the known and mortal foe of Corinth. 
Mel. Yet his fair-ſeeming might have won belief 
From doubting age, or wary policy. f 
By frequent, urgent meſſage, he conjur'd you 
To ſave yourſelf. With open honour own'd 
His ancient enmity ; but, by each power, 
Celeftial and infernal, ſwore twas paſt : 
Nay, more, that as a king and as a man, 
Juſt indignation at your impiuus ſubjects, 
And pity of your fate, had touch'd his heart, 
Eur. But tame had ſpoke him faithleſs, bold, 
ambitious. 
No, twas the coward woman in my ſoul, 
Th' inglorious fear of dying, that betray'd 
My virtue into the decceiver's power, 
For this, my heart, each conſcious hour upbraids 
As faithicſs to my ttuſt, weak, and unworthy [ me, 
Even of the baſe, precarious life I hold. 
For this, oh, crown of miſery | I'm doom'd, 
Daily to hear the tyrant's impious paſſion, 
His horrid vows and oaths! 
Mel. That way indeed, 
] dread to turn my thoughts. A ſoul ſo brutal, 
And flown with nightly inſolence and wine, 
Wat try be not attempt? 
Either my eye: ; 
Deceive me, or the good Leonidas | 
Reads hitherward his ſteps, and on his brow 
£ 9 a : 


and Soi 3 


 Viſgayen arm'd his wings and ſeas to fight for ut 


— 0 — wt... wes — —_ e „ 094-4 


DIC. E. 


Sits ſome afflicting thought. 


Eur. Ha! — — is — — — 
What mean theſe ſecret ſhiverings, this dark 
Of ſome approaching 311? bone Th 
| | Enter Leonidas, — 
Leon. Forgive me, Madam, — 


That I appear before you to impart 
A mournful meſſage ; but by Procles' order 

Eur, Whate'er proceeds from him, Leonidas, 
Muſt needs be fatal to me. But, ſay on, 

No form of ruin is ſo dreadful now, 
As being in his power. 

Leon. Unhappy queen | | 
Your fate might melt the hardeſt breaft, and teach 
E'en cruelty's remorſelefs eye to weep, 

How ſhall ] ſpeak the reſt ? 

Eur. Leonidas, | 
What is this fatal tale, too ſad for utterance? 
Alas! why doſt thou weep, why turn thy eyes 
Severe on Heaven? 

} Leon. This ruinous ſtorm, 
Whoſe ſudden outrage 

Eur, Ha! what ſhips were theſe, 

Say, ſpeak, that ſunk but now before our eyet, 
In fight of ſhore ? 

Leon. The very fleet deſign'd 
To reſcue you; to free repenting Corinth 
From this betrayer, this deteſted Procles, 
The king was there embark'd. 

Fur, "Then all is loſt! 

Mel. Ah, Heaven! ſhe faints. | 
} Leon. Behold, ye gods! this ſight, 
Remember the curs'd author of this ruin ot 1 


My eyes, my ſoul's in tears to ſee her thus. mpi 

|| Fur, Oh, Periander, my much-injur'd lord, he | 
3 Would T had dy'd for thee— Ab, gentle maid! M, 
Was it then he, my huſband, whom theſe eyes orge 
Saw periſh in the ſtorm; whoſe fate I wept, Pre 
Nor knew that all the cruel wreck was mine! lo w 

| Mel. Unhappy day! ge Vich 
s, ug abo 


Leon. Would tears, my gracious miſtre 
Methinles theſe aged eyes could number dropt 
With falling clouds, or the perpetual ſtream. 
But while we mourn, our enemy rejoices, 
And ſounds his cruel triumph loud to heaven, 
Hf 1 have bow'd me to his impious will, 
Tho? yith that ſtrong abhorrence nature ſeels 
At what ſhe holds moſt mortal; "twas to turg Me 
Againſt the traitor his own treacherous arts, hen 
And ruin him more ſurely, This may be. 

Sad Corinth looks with horror on the hand ſon 
That ſcourges her each hour with whips of (corp ho 


She waits but ſome fair chance, at once to riſe Pro 
And drive him from her throne. (4 flow. WP ren 
Mel. Theſe trumpets ſpeak But if 


His near approach, \t lea 


Eur. Father of human kind, Tom 
Ete / nal Juſtice, hear theſe guilty ſounds, For i] 
Surmi 


Behold this tyrant's revel, while a king, 
Thy great reſemblance, floats a cold, pale corſe ; dd, 


Or on the naked beach caſt vilely out, Ur 
Unknown, unhonour'd lies !\=——— Leonidas, dal) 
By all my griefs, I beg thee, ſearch theſe ſhores, tri 
Each cliff and cavern where the wild wave beits, Me, 
For my lov'd lord, and to theſe widow'd arms yo 
| Give back his dear remains. [ Exeunt Eur, ond Mel HNL. 
Enter Procles, Medon, and Attendants. 0 a6 
Pro. Hail, glorious day I auſpicious fortune, da! 

From thjs triumphant hour my future life — 
Runs fair and ſmiling on, The bold attemft, ith 
Luid dark and deep by my moſt dreaded for, h. 
Is periſh'd wich it's author. From on high A 


* 


——— — — 


n 
And Nctory is mine without my care, 
— ot my knowledge, Yes, the gods, | 
The gods themſelves, eſpouſe my happy cauſe! 
For this, let flow*ry garlands wreath their ſhrines; 
Let . _—_— _ bleed, 

triumph thro' Corin 
Sat ang PORT [renders withdrew. 
I the queen inform d of all, Leonidas? 
Leos. She is, | | 
Pro. And the receiv'd the ne 
Leon. With ſad ſurprize, and many tears, my lord. 
Pro. Tuſt the fond ſex. 
h their vain grief; a moment's paſſing ſtorm, 
hen all is calm. Be it thy farther care, | 
+ the receding flood forſakes the ſhore, 
o make ſtrict ſearch thro? all this coaſt around, 
For Periander's corſe. I would, methinks, 
while indulge my eyes, awhile peruſe 
be features of a rival once ſo fam'd, 
So terrible in arms ; whoſe partial fortune | 
Soar'd high above, and ever thwarted mine 
In all the dearer aims that ſwell my thought, 
Love and ambition. | 

Lin. Mark this, righteous Heaven! 

[ Afde. Exit. 

Med. At length, Sir, all the gods declare for you, 
And fortune is your own. Your native realm, 
air Epidaurus, peaceful and refign'd, 

cknowledges her lord, Your rival's fate 

onfirms his kingdom yours, 

Proc, Yet I am ſtill : 
Unbleſs'd amid this flow of proſp'rous fortune. 
ot all the charms ambition's horeleſo with, 
Empire and kneeling homage, can beſtow 
he better joy I long for. 

Med. Ah, my prince! 
orget, or ſcorn that proud, ill-natur'd fair-one ! 
Proc. Impoſſible. By Heaven, my foul can form 
lo wiſh, no thought but her, I tell thee, Medon, 
Vich bluſhes tell thee, this proud charmer reigns 
Indounded o'er my reaſon, I have iry'd 

ach ſhape, each art of varied love, to win her; 
1d 'rwas my ſoul's firſt aim, the towr'ing point 

all my wiches, to prevail in this, 

0 triumph o'er my rival too in love. 

hat had been great revenge! but baffled here, 

Im diſappointed Rill, 

Med. Believe me, Sir, 

hen once the fit of wilfulneſs is o'er, 

de burſt of tears diſcharg'd, ſhe']] quickly ſoften, 

Stop to your wiſhes, and forget a hugband 

ho is nv more. 

Proc, Perdition on his name ! 

read his memory as my rival ſtill. 

But if I have not won her to be mine, 

\t leaf, the hated huſband reap'd no joy 

Tom her fantaſtick honour. Stung to madneſs, 

Tor ill-requited love, I darkly ſpread 

Purmiſes of her truth. He thought her falſe ; 

dd, as he doated on her, the dire tale 

u poiſon to his quiet. Jealouſy, 

| a ul it's horrors, muſt have ſeiz d his ſoul. 
triumph'd there! 

Med, "Twas exquiſite revenge. 

oo my lord, who live but for your pleaſure, 
our ever-faithful ſlave, I too combin'd 

an your vengeance. You can ti l rzmember, 
den ia 2 dungeon's depth Ariſton lay, | 

— Periander's factious friend, 

| = of ſexming pity, I oft mourn'd 

E impriſonment, complain'd of you, - 
Ju curs'd your cruelty, till I had brought 


ö 


fReturn'd it's warmth, 


NR II. 
SCENE, A recty Craft, terminated by a Fiew of 
| . the Ocean. | 
; Enter Petiandet and Leonidas, 
Leon. H1S way a diſtant ſound alarm'd my 


1 


My 6Qion of the queen, I told him then, 
With well-diGembied hatred of her crime, 
Embittering every circumſtance, chat ſhe, 
Forgetful of her better fame, had heard 
Your ſecret paſſion, and with equal ardour 


— 
{you 


Nay, that ſhe often 
To wreak your rage on him, the hated friend 
Of Periander. Having thus alarm'd him, 
Aſter a long pauſe, I let him ſcape at laſt, 
To find his maſter out. 

Proc. 1 thank thee, Medon. | 
But this avails not much. My ſoul burns in meg 
With furious longings to ſubdue that woman; | 
To bend her pride of virtue to my paſſion, - | 
1 fancy, in her arms tranſcendent joys, | 
A heaven of higher bliſs, not to be found | 
In unreſiſtiag beauty, wos d and won 
At idle leiſute. Vet once more, I mean | 
To try the fortune of my wiſhes with her | 
And if I am repuls'd, away, at once, | 
All little arts of love. | | 

Med. Mean while, the banquet, | | 
Which pleaſure's curious hand hath furniſh'd out 
With ſplendid choice, awaits you, and invites : 
To laughing thought and triumph. There the god, 
Th' inſpiring god of wine, with roſe-buds crown'd, 
Mirth in his look, and at his fide the band | 
Or little playful loves, fills high the bowl, 

And bids it flow unbounded. Mufick too 

— her enchanting voice, and wooes the ſoul 
ith all her powerful ſkill of moving ſtrains, 

Till the gay hour is quite diffolv'd in bliſs, 

In extaſy of revel, all unknown . 

To lean-look'd temperance, and his peevich train! 

Proc. Come on then, Meden. Life is vainly ſhort, 


- | A very dream of being; and when death 


Has quench'd this finer flame that moves the heart, 
Beyond is all oblivion, and waſte night, + 
That knows ne following dawn; wheie we ſhall be 
As we had never been. The preſent then 
Is only ours: and Gall we let it paſs, 
Uataſted, unenjoy d? No, let us on. 
Hail we the riſing ſhade! and now, while night 
Leads on the ſecret hour of free delight, 

With wanton gaiety, in naked ſtat», 

Let mulick, mirth and love around us wait. 


— SAG 


* 


ears 

Broken it ſeem'd to be; the voice of mourning 
And deep diſtreſs. Methought it roſe juſt here, 
From theſe deaf-ſounding cliffs. But all is ſtill, 
Save the hoarle derp yet working from the ſtorm. 
dome Power ditect my ſteps where | may flad, 
By this faint moon-light, my lov'd maſter's cotſe, 
To fave his ſacred reliques fiom the rage 
Of brutiſh tyranny —— Ha! what art thou? 
A man, or fe- form'd ſhadow of rbe night? 

Per, Leonidas a 

Leon. The ſame. But ſpeak again. 
4 Per. Leonidas! ; 
| Leen. Ha! can it be, ye Powers, 
My royal lord? | [name ! 
\ Per. | Coming forward.) A wrietch that has no 
Ten. Oh, all ye gods! may | believe n; ſenſes? 


0 valuſpeQing honeſty to credit 


* 


| Tis be! my prince '—— Jul Heasen, to thee L kneel, 


- — ——— _ 
 -- 


— — — — 
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And thus adore thy gracious-providence | 
Per. Riſe, Leonidas. 

J am beneath thy care. Thou ſeeſt me here 
The laſt of men, caſt off by all good powers; 
Sav'd from the deep to be more loft on ſhore. 

| Leon. My king end maſter, tho“ my heart bleeds 
With all-your mighty ills, I muſt again fin me, 
Bleſs that good Heaven whoſe providence has ſav'd 


Qu. 

"Tis 3 "tis wond'rous all + But how, oh, how 
Have you eſcap'd the tyrant's jealous ſearch ? 
Hit guards with firiQt ſurvey range every cliff 
And hollow of theſe rocks, ; 

Per. I'll tell thee then, . 

We were in fight of Corinth, when at once 

Broad darkneſs hid the ſky ; at once the winds 

Roar'd with mad bluſter o'er us, and the ſeas 

In rowling mountains roſs. A ftorm fo fierce, 

So big with ruin, bamed our beſt ſkill. 

Deſpair ſtruct every Heart. The ſhip ran round 


In giddy whirls, and bulg'd on ſome hid rock, 4 he laughter of my foe, the ſcoff? of Procles ? 


Oh, diſmal moment! ſtill methinks I hear 
The general, dying cream of multitudes, 

uſt drowning in th' abyſs! How poor « thing 
10 « king then, Leonidas !——— grafp'd 
A floating wreck, the big fea roaring round me, | 
And burſting o'er my head: at once I loft 
The light of heaven and life. A wave, it ſeems, 
Lodg'd me within a cavern's ſecret depth 
Near yon tall mauntain, Ga 

Leon. Miracle of fete! | 
Sure God's immediate hand conducted it 
Severely mere ful—— How fhail | tell 
What pangs, what axonies of ſoul ! felt 
At fight of your fad wreck ?—Bu:r, Sir, the prince, 
Whar of his fare ? | 

Per. I know not whit to think: 
Bot, to be wine, it ſeems, is to be wretched. 
Half of m; fleet, yer tioing in the port, | 
I left co his command, but with ſtrict charge 
To ſail a few hours after. | 
This ſtorm, I fear, may have ſurpriz'd him too, 
Unhappy boy! % | 

Leon. Your own eſcape, my lord, 
So full of wonder, and beyond ali hope, 
Inclines me to ſtrong f:ith, that Heaven is ſtill 
Concern'd for your »ffairs. Rut to behold 
No roof but heaven's high cope to ſhelrer you; 
No couch but this unhoſpitable earth, - 
To teſt your brine-erench's ;imbs—it Kills my heart. 
Curſe on the tyrant! 
Per. Pr'ythee, think me not 
So poorly ſou''d to ſtoop beneath the preſſare 
Of Fortune's hand. That were to merit it. 
Bet there is ſtill behind Oh, ceath to honguy ! 
One cruſhing blow, that Inys me lowinceed ! 
That finks me in the duſt ! 

Leon, What do | hezr ? 
Your words amaze me | 

Per. How, Leonidas? 
Surely thou art no ſtranger to my thonght ! - 
Pracles—E urydice— Wit tho not pan, 
To ſave my ſhame ? Say, tell me what gavu know'ſt 
Of that bad woman. 1 

Leon. With foch watchful care 
The tyrant's truſted (pies obſerve her ſtepe, 
That, till this fatal evenine, when, by «1der 
Of Procles, I inſotm'd her of your death, 
I have not ſeen her once, 
er. Juſt what | tear'd, 
That guilty ſecrecy was well eontriv'd 


> 


Theſe tieacherous waves |! 


DICE 


Could gain admittance ; and to bim my gates, ver 


My fortreſs, nay, my bed itſelf was open! Wie 
1 wrong her not, my lord]! Had you bu kn 
y —_— ; 

With what convulſive pangs of beart- felt angyi -4 
What bleeding agonies, the heard the tale Her | 
Of your imagin'd death, your ſoul would melt, My 
In pity of her woes. This Procles too, 1 
Call'd down each power of heaven to witneſs for ret 

him, | * Le 


He meant her fair. Hers was the common cauſe, 
Of kings, he ſaid, whoſe place and honour bound 
Fo ſcourge rebellion, in whatever ſhape, ſther 
Wherever found. And then what was her fete? 
Death, in his ghaſtlieſt form, devouring famine, 
Hung inſtant o'er her head, Oh, think of this, 
And add not to her wrongs ! 

Per. Ha! wrong her, ſay'ſt thou? 
Anſwer me: has ſhe not entail'd diſgrace, 
And vileneſt on my name? Has not made me 


Oh, curſe! is there in all the wrath of Heaven 
A plague, a ruin, like that infamy ! 
Leon. Ah ! my lord, 
By all good Powers, by your eternal quiet, 
I beg you hear me 
Per. 1 have heard tov much, 
Too much, juſt gods | to hope for quiet more, 
Thoſe fates inexorable, that purſue 
My life with utmoſt rigour, would not ſpare me 
The knowledge of my ſhame. From my beſt friet 
Bluſhing I learnt it—But haſt thou e er felt 
That heart of anguiſh ſtabb'd by murderous ſean, 
And ſhudoering with ten thouſand mortal thought! 
Chat tempeſt of the ſoul that knows no calm; 
Toſſing from love to hate, from doubt to rage, 
To raving agony ! TD. 
Lern. Alas! my lord, 
Vruſt me, | weep to hear ſo ſad a tale. 

Per. I' tell thee all ! for, oh ! my ſoul is ful 
And muſt have vent. When I call'd back paſt time 
Life's vernal ſeaſon, the ſoft hours of peace 
And unſaſpecting love; our growing joys 
In rearing one lov'd fon ; that heaven of bliſs 
Which jr:nces ſeldom find, and was all ours, 

My ſoul dy'd in me. You at laſt arous'sd it 
To thoughts of vengeance. With all ſpeed I ſail' 
Feeding my frenzy with the gloomy joy 

Of ſtabbing the betrayer in her arms; 

Of piunging both to hetl-but this curs'd florm! 


1. cen. Ve gods, what have 1 heard! 

Alas, alas! all waves, all ſtorms, are calms 
Vo jerlouſy. Oh, my lov'd lord, beware 
Of that deſtroyer, that ſelf-rcrturing fiend, 
Who loves his pain, and feeds the cruel cares 
hat prey upon his life; whoſe frantick eye 

s ever open, ever prying round 

For what he dreads to find. This is, by Hesren, 
zome dark-laid treachery, the crime of Procles ! 
Per. Of Procles, ſfay*ſt thou? 

Leos. Oh, you know him not. 

Luitt and ambition are not all his guilt, 

But now's no time, my lord, 

For tarther talk. I tremble for your life. 
nis place is hoſtile ground; and danger here | 
May nud us out, thovgh ſhrouded round with f 
Hence let us fiy, where I may lodge you (af: 
In ſome oblcure retreat; tivl pitying Heaven 
Unrave! this perplexity of ils, 

And point us what to do. 


Te cover trimes too foul tor honett eyes, 


= 
Ape heaven's far light to ſee... None, none but __ 


Per. Thou good old man! 
By Heaven, thy matchlgts 


honeſty and th 


mar 
reconcile-me to diſgrace and tuin. 
by zluſhing let me tell thee all my fully=—— 
Might I but ſee Eurydice—Nay, ſtart not: 
1 know tis baſe. I know the is beneath 
My cooleſt ſcorn. I hate and curſe this weakaeſs. 
Yet let me ſee her— If ſhe fil! has kept 
Her faith inviolate z fallen as I am, 
My ruin will be light. Tf otherwiſe, 
To know the worſt will be ſoft ſoothing caſe 
T4 this hot hell of doubt, 
Lens. 1 with yon, Sir, 
To weigh the certain peril that attends 
dis raſh adventure. Should, which Heav'n avert], 
Should Procles* guards diſcover you, ob, think ' 
What muſt enſue !- Think, in your fate, the queen 
ad prince doth rund 
Pr, But my genius prompts, 
Fite calls; and 4 muſt on. No face of danger 
cin be fo dreadful as the velture-thoughte 
That goaw my heart-ſtrings, But we both are ſaf+. 
de moon withdraws her light and who will dream 
bf finding Periander in this ruffer ? 
his, when the ſtorm grew big, I threw around me; 
In hopes my vulgar fate, if then 1 periſh'd, 
ight ever retyunknowa ; and Procles tit 
lit trembling on his throne— Bot hai ky what ſounds? 
Leon, The tyrant thus diſhonours fortune s favour 
ly this mean pomp and triumph-—-Yet tis well. 


— — — 


' 


| 


e. low riot rules the hour, and watchful order 
aligns his poſt to diſſolute ſecurity» 
ie Ne now may paſs unqueſtion'd, Come, my lord, 


his way our path lies. May ſome friendly god 
ilk with us, and throw tenfold darkneſs round. 


< 1 k | Exit. 
Enter Eurydice alone. 
Eur. Oh, night of ruin, horror, and deſpair ! 
Talks there beneath thy univerſal ſhade 
| wretch like me undone? All-ruling gods | 
hy have I liv'd to this? Why was my crime 
ited on the guiltleſs head? on him 
vr whom my Ka. would have met death with joy? 
ſhere mall 1 turn my eyes? What hope remains 
omiſery like mine? Oh! I am loſt 
tyond the hand of Heav'n to ſave me now. 
0nidas returns not. | 
Enter Meliſſa, 
Mel. Gracious gods, oy 
rend my royal miſtreſs! As I watch'd 
ſubout for good Leonidas, this moment 
law the tyrant croſs the lower court, 
Meceded by his minion ; as new riſen | 
wn the mad midnight's feaſt ; his wanton rote 
ſe-flowing from behind, and on his head 
fetal wreath of roſes—Ah ! he's here. 
Enter Procies and Medon. 
Pro. Hail, young-2y'd god of wine ! parent of joys! 


is full 
| time 


; alick, and full of thee (while the cold ſons 

. "temperance, the foods of thought and care, 
 ſretch'd in lober lumbers) we, the few 

eaven k purer flame, exalt each living hour 

les ! ith pleaſures ever new. —Eurycice ! 


Wu queen of ſouls | thou rapture af my vows! 

d means this penſive mod? Oh, quench not 
d hultſeſs tears thoſe eyes, that wont to (mile [thus 
my «| love's ſweetnels, ali his dewy beams, 
tiling life around thee, 

ker, Hence, thou tyrant, 

Mt leave me to my ſorrows! Ills like mine 

* aw remorie and reverence from the ſavage, 
do towls with midnight wolves amid the deſert 
queſt of horrid prey. What then art thou, 

dale brutal rage adds bitterneſs to woe, 


AI ſcuin thy baſe, umnenly threst- Ab 
| Doſt chou look caimly on? — But be it ſo. 
This friendly dagger ſec me free. 


«4 


| This rude intruſion. 
| Your preſent ear, 


Still wayward and perverſe Off then this tame- 


neſs, 
Theſe ſupple, fawning arts. By all th* impatience 
That goads my ſou}, I will not flatter more. 
y power, 22 


Kno thou art in m 
Eur, Tyrant, no. 


— 


Fro Uh! when. —_—_— 


What means thy fiantick paſſion ? This is 
Th" exiravagance of female wilfulneſs; 
It muſt not be; you ſhall be gently forc'd 
To live, and to be happy. 


Enter an cer. 
OB. Sir, forgi * 


— Gi 
What I bring imports 
As now I walk'd the round 
Of this wide fort, where the Rteep-winding path 
Ends at the northern gate, I ſpy'd a 5 . 
Who ſought to lie conceal'd, Forthwith 1 rour'd* 
The neareſt watch ; and, ere be was aware, / 
Surrounded him at once, His (allen fGlence, 


&+ * 
* 


| And hands oft rais'd to heaven with earneſt ation, 


Cinvinc'd me he is of no common notes + 
Ear. My ſoul! what doſt thou hear? 
Pro. Tis well. 1 thank thee. 

Haſte, ſee him brought before us. 

Enter Periander gharded. 

Eur, Oh, ye powers | : 


Per. Ha! poiſun to my eyes 

Pro, 1 know him not. 
His dreſs is poor, and ſpeaks him of the vulgar. - 
He ſcems to labour with ſome Rormy thought, 
That deeply ſhakes his frame. What art theu? ſay 
Way at this hour of filence ling'ring here? 
'Ha ! ſpeak, reſolve me; or the rack hall teur 
Confeſſion from thy pants. | 
Pier. Fate, thou haſt caught me | r 4 
But all is equal now. Aftre 
[Ts Lim.) Then ſee before thee by 
The man on earth whom thou haft Injur'd'moſt }_ 
Tf guilt can know 1emorſe, what muſt thou feel 
„At Gght of Periander ? 
Pero. Periander! 
Eur. Now, now, we both are ruin'd ! 
Pro. Heaven, I] thank chee. 
I form'd but one ſupreme, one crowning with 
And thou haſt heafd it! This is more than triumphł 
| © Fur. Oh, my lov'd lord 
Per. Thou canft no more betray me, 
For thee, my ſoul ſtill unſubtu'd and free, 


. 


, 


| Diſdains to parle with thine, 


Pro. Yet thou art fallen 

Beneath my wrath, the vaſſal of my nad, 

ho be chaſtis'd for mirth—Guards drag him benee, 

And plunge him in the dungeon's depth | Wo, 
Eur. On, Heav'n ! ; 
Per. Away, | 

Unkingly boaſter! Can proſperity 

Debaſe thee to the cowardice of inſult? 

't.hy brutal mazners weil revenge me on thee: 

They ſhew thee as thou art. 

As for this weary carcals in thy power, 

It is beneath my care. Lead to my dungeons 

Chains, ſcourges, torture, all that nature feels, 

Or fears abhorrent, cannot hock my thought | 

Like thy loath'd ſight, and that vile woman's! Ont, 

' [ Exit guarded. 
Fur. My lord, my huſhand, ſtay=Qh, hear me 1, 


 Unguich te the breaking heart 7 4 


hear me 
$hame! cage! diftration \=——Crugl tyrant, off ! 


- 


To wound thy heart indeed. Thou ſhalt behold him 


Wich ſuch ſafe conduct as thyſelf halt name, 


| And, o'er the deep, a hoveriag night of fogs | clouds; 
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I follow him to death. 
Pro. No! By the joys 


That ſwell my foaring thought, you ſhall not "ſcape 


Revenge and love combine to crown this night [me, 
With matchleſs bliſs. 
Eur, Inhuman ! haſt thou eyes? 
Haſt thou a heart? and cannot all this wreck 
Of ruin's majeſty, ruin'd by thee, 


Move ons relenting thought, and wake thy pity ? | Mes, yes, ye Powers! my life and fame ſhall both 


He feels not what 1 ſay : repeated crimes 
Have ſavag'd his remarſeleſs ſoul.— Hear then, 
Almighty Jove ! behold, and judge the cauſe 
Of Periander l number all his wrong 
In plagues, in horror 

Pro. Ha! by hell, this raving , 
But wings his fate. Since thy fond folly weds thee 
To ruin with this rival, know he dies; 
This very night he dies! Through him I mean 


Wahen the rack ftretches ſtrong his rending joints, | 
Burfts all his veins, and hunts the flying ſoul | 
Through every limb; then, when convulſive agony 
Grins hideous in bis face, mangled and bleeding, 
In the laſt throes of death, thou ſhalt behold him! 
Aar. It is not to be borne! My life dies in me 
At the deſtroying thought—Ab, ftay thee, Procles 
AMitt me, pitying Heaven !—See then, behold me 
Thus proſtrate at thy feet; If yet thou haſt not 
Renounc'd all manhood, feeling, and remorſe, | 
Baniſh us any whither ;z drive ut out 
To ſhame, want, beggary, to every woe 
That moſt embittefs liſe I yet will bleſs thee, 
Forget my crying wrongs, and own thee merciful, 
, Procles afide, and pauſing. 

This woman fools my rage but to reſolve. 

yes ; it ſhall be fo. Riſe then, and learn 

y triumph o'er my ſoul. Ves, he ſhall live, 

This Periapder whom I deadly hate; | 
Nay more, he ſhall be free. Leonidas, | 


ttend him to our kingdom's fartheſt limit. 
his, in the fight of Jove the ſupreme lord, 
T fwear I do; ſo thou at laſt conſent = 
To meet my love Ha ! what | and doſt thou frown? | 
Weigh well what I propoſe z for on my ſoul, | 
His life or death awaits thy next reſolve: 
| Exeunt Procles and Medon. 
Eur. Then kill me firſt—He's gone l and now, 
ye gods, 
Is there among the wretched one ſo loft, 
So curſs'd as 1 ? Oh, ſcene of matchleſs woes 
Oh, Periander l wert thou ſav'd for this? 
Ye holy Powers in heaven, to whom belongs 
The fate of virtue, and redreſs of wrongs. 
Aſſiſt, infpire me how to ſave his life 
Or to th' unhappy huſband join the wife | 
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ACT 


III. ö 
Eurydice and Meliiſs, 
Me iſſa. 


HIS chearleſs morning riſes flow and ſad, 
The frowning heavens are black wi.h ſtormy 


Lies dark and motionleſs. 
Eur. That mournful face 
Of nature is leſs gloomy than my foul : 
All there is darkneſs and diſmay. Ah, me! 
Was ever night, Meliſſa, like the laſt ? 
A night of many terror, many deaths! 
How has my ſool out-liv'd it ? But, great gods! 


SU mY 


. | Zar. Mean, Melifla ! 
4 

| | Chafte wives and matrons ſha!l renown my nine! 

| 


| So Periander lives, and is ſet free, 


| The fall of guilty kings. 


— — -- 


1 
What Periander feels ? In one day's courſe, 
Wreck'd, made a captive, ſunk into a 
To die or live as his curſi d foe decrees? 
Diſtraction's in the thought! And what en! 
To fave his ſacred life ? 

Ha ! is it Heaven [After a | 
That darts this ſudden light into my foul ? 
This glimpſe-of dawning hope ?—[t ſhall be ty i. 


Be offered up to ſave hit dearer life. 
Mel. Alas, what mean you, Madam ? 


To do a noble juſtice on myſelf ; 
A derd for which, in nations yet unborn, 


I've wrong'd my huſband greatly, and I me 
Amp'e atonement of my guilty weakneſs. 
Go, then Meliſſ 

Mel. Whither muſt I go? 
I trembie at your words. 

Zur. Yet it fticks here, 
This fatal purpoſe. Can I leave behind me 
A doubtful name, inſulted, wounded, torn 
By cruel calumny ? J can, I dare, 
Go then, and in my name Tie worſe than deat 
To utter it but go, inform the tyrant, 


I yield me to his wiſh, 

Mel. Fot bid it, Heuven | 

Eur. Thou faithful, virtuous maid ! know the 
My fix'd refolve, By this I mean to amuſe [my 
1—ͤ brutal hopes, and ſave me from his violence, 
Till Periander is beyond his reach. 
Then, if he ſtill dare urge his impious 
A dagger ſets me fee, This arm at! 
Shall do me right on him, myſelf, or both 

Enter Leanidas. 

Leon. Ah, Madam ! 
| Eur, Dare 1 aſk 
Where Periander is———Ah, where indeed? 
Chain'd in a dungeon's airleſs depth, amid 
Foul damps, and loneſome darkneſs! Oh, t 
Draws blood from my torn heart. ſthov 
| Leon. Juftice divine! 
In thy great day of vifitation, mark 
This man of blood. Oh, let him feel the hand 
He dares to diſbelleve. To all his counſels 
Send forth, in thy juſt wrath, that fatal ſpirit 
Of eiror and illufion, that foreruns 


Ere morning dawn, | 
Soft to the diſmal dungeon's mouth I ſtole, 
Where, by the glimmerings of a dying lamp, 
I ſaw my great unhappy maſter laid 
On the cold earth along 
Eur, Oh, bide the ſad, 
Th' fatal image from me. Ah, me! my life 
Flows out st ev'ry word What's to be done 
Lcon, Madam, I ſet my all at ſtake for him. 
Old as 1 am, and broken with the load 
Of threeſcore wart, what is a life like mine, 
But as it may be uſeful to my maſter ? 
Already the ſad people know his fate: 
And 1, by faithful hands, will try to rouze 
Their pity firſt, and next their rage, No how! 
No moment ſhall be loſt. 
Eur, Thou good old man! : 
What words can ſpeak thy worth ? Fair loyalty 
And faith inviolate, which ſeem'd quite loft 


Among mankind, live in thy virtuous boſom. od 
Leon, No more of this, my queen. Might 


Can mortal Grength, can human vituc bear 


| This havghty tyrant, ia ſome gailty bout 


be infolence and riot, when his pride 
lomes all her vaineſt wiſhes, hurl'd at once 
o ruin unforeſeenz my labours then, 
y ſervices, were greatly over-paid. 
Fur, Heaven hear thy pious wiſh! I too the 
while, | 
o ſave my/huſband's life, have been contriving— 
Len. Madam, the tyrant—l1 will find another 
More favourable moment. ¶ Exeunt Eur. and Mel. 
Enter Procles and Medon. 
Pro. Hold thyſelf 
repar'd, Leonidas : I muſt employ thee 
1an affair of weight. [ Leonidas withdraws. 
ethinks I droop 
ith more than wonted heavineſs of heart. 
yt vill hake it off, and to the winds 
ive every thought of care. Tis only fondneſs, 
ad fancy fick with hope. Eurydice 
bends to my wiſhes 2: and, ia her, I hope 
hat heaven imagin'd, that ſole bliſs, which yet 
My ſearch could never meet. 
Med. It moves my wonder 
To ſee your love thus wedded to one boſom ; 
bile all around bright crowds of rival beauties 
Praftiſe each art of charming, look, and talk, 
nd live for you alone. 
Pro, Alas, my friend! 
Poor is the triumph over hearts like theſe : 
his hour they pleaſe us, and the next they pall. 
hut to ſubdue the pride that ſcorns to yield; 
ofill th' unwilling breaſt with ſighs and longings, 
[th all the ſoft diſtraction of fond love, 8 
Len while it ſtrives againſt th' invading victor, 
ind wonders at the change; that, that is conqueſt! 
de plume of pleaſure ! and from her alone 
glory to be won. 
Med. Well, may you find 
n this proud fair-one that enchants you thus, 
tate'er imagination's fondeſt eye 
Beholds in rapturous viſion, or young love 
In all his wantonneſs of power can give. 
Put yet, forgive your ſervant's forward zeal, - 
Mean you to keep the promiſe you have made her? 
Pro, I do. 
Med. How, Sir! what ſet her huſband free? 
Pra. I mean no leſs. 
Med. Your pardon, Sir : "tis well. 
Dat have you calmly weigh'd, in reaſon's ſcale, 
he certain conſequence ? Set free your rival! 
ſoul made furious with his mighty wrongs ; 
boiling with hate, rage, jealouſy, revenge; 
th the full-gather'd ſtorm of deadly paſſions ! 
de gods forbid it, Si: !—And all to dry 
froward woman's tears ! 
Pro. No, no, my friend; 
Nor liberty, nor life, ſhall long be his : 
I never meant him either: but my faith 
ls paſe'd to ſet him free. By that alone 
— haughty queen was overcome; and [I 
keep th' illufive promiſe to her ear, 
but break it to her We. 
Med. As how, my lord? 
Pre, Such inbred enm' ty my ſoul bears his, 
* does to tuin, to the grave, 
* *re the whole man deſcends to riſe no more. 
ar then what 1 intend, Thou know ſt the fortreſs, 
"at guards our frontier on the Theban fide. 
pe tdi! our toe muſt paſs; but thou ſhalt firſt 
= 3 on the ſpur with wary ſpeed; 
War — a choſen band, drawn from the fort, 
15 > Fi bim on the farther hill, cloſe couch'd 
— a? covert of thoſe pendant woods, 
© the path below. 8 
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Med. Conclude it done. a 
Sleep ſhall not know my eyes, till his are clos'd 
In everlaſting night. As to his priſon 
| waited him, he call'd me minion, flave, 
A traitors paraſite, the baſe-foud'd miniſter 
Of his looſe pleaſures; and I will repay him, 
For each opprobrious name, a mortal fab, 
Yes, he ſhall feel his tate, Inſult and taunt, 
Embittering every blow, ſhall mock his pangs, 
And give him ſevenfold death ! 
Pro. So, now to try 

This Periander thoroughly. Go, Medon, 

| [Exit Medon, 


[i 


Command him hither. 
No, I cannot bear 

His 1: night's haughty look and untam'd ſpirit, 
It baffles my revenge, and I till miſs 

My nobleſt triumph ; for 1 meant to bend him 
Lo baſe dejection, and to feaſt my ſcorn 

With his pale cheek and ſupplicating eye. 


But I will hunt this pride through each receſs, 


Each cloſer folding of the ſoul, till I | 
Have ſunk him to my wiſh. Thou, jealouſy | 
Almighty tyrant of the human mind, 
Who canſt at will unſettle the calm brain, 
O'erturn the ſeated heart, and ſhake the man 
Through all his frame with tempeſt and diſtraction; 
Riſe to my preſent aid; call up thy powers, 
Thy furious fears, thy blaſts of dreadful paſſion, 
Thy whips, ſnakes, mortal ſtings, thy hoſt of hor- 
Rouſe thy whole war againſt him, and compleat [ rorsz 
My purpos'd vengeance — But he comes to prove it, 
Enter Periander, Medon, and Guards. 
[ Adwvancing.] I have. to talk with thee. Thy life, 
Depends upon my will [thou know'ſt, 
Per. And, ther: fore, I * : 
Am weary of the load. But let the gods, 
Who thus diſpenſe our fates, account for them, 
And vindicate their juſtice, X 
Pro. Be more calm. = RY 
The noble mind meets every chance of fortune, 
Unruffled and ſerene. I, though thy foe 
Perhaps may mean thee good. ke 
Per. Such good the tiger, 
Hungry for death and ſlaughter, means his prey, 
But know, my ſoul receives with equal ſcorn 
Thy hate and hollow love. 1 am not fallen 
By thy ſuperior ſword, or nobler deed | 
It was the guilt of fate! 
Pro. Call we it ſo. 


At leaſt tis well thou muſt of force acknowledge 
Thy crown, thy liberty, thy life and death, 
Hang on my nod. I can diſpoſe of all 
As likes me beſt. 

Per. Ha! doit thou boaſt of that? 
But thou wilt never know how poor a purchaſe 
Is power and empire gain'd for virtue loſt. 
Pro. And yet, methinks, I read the difference 

lain 

In FUE. pane me. Thy virtue and theſe bonds 
| weigh in equal ſcale againſt the crown 
And ſceptre of fair Corinth: and while theſe, 
The glorious aim of each great heart that dares 
Beyond the narrow ſphere of carth-born ſpirits; 
Waile theſe are mine, I envy not thy tribe, 
A ſcund, an empty name! 
Per. It joys my ſoul 
To find the man, who bears me mortal hate, 
At war too with the gods, I'is great revenge! 
Had not vain fortune made thee blind, the thought 
Would change thy purple to the mourners facie 
cloth. 
What are thy glorious acts? — Thou haſt undone 


A woman, weak and worthleſs.— Ves, ye Power s. 
= 
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Well, it may 


. Hath join'd his triumph !-—Off, away, be gone, 


Nut how! wheream1 ? 


te 
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This hero, this fair wartior, well deſerv'd 

To fill my vacant ſeat: he won it nobly ! 
Diſſembling, perjury, the coward's arm 

With theſe he fought his virtuous way to empire. 
Thou ſeeſt I know thee. 

Pro, My ſoul longs - | 
To prove thy higheſt daring, and to meet thee 
Amid the dia and peril of the battle. 
hy life is in thy hand: thou art no longer 
Cor priſoner. This moment ſets thee free. 

Per. How but thou dar'ſt not- Could I find 
in open day, and honourable arms, [thee there, 
Oppoſing war to war, as monarchs ſhould, 

I would forgive thee all, my crown uſurp'd, 
Theſe ſlave- like bond: But that fair hope is vain. 
The fears that haunt thy ſou 

Pro. Strike off his fetters. [To Medon, 
Haſte, find Leonidas. Bid him prepare 
To guard the prifoner to our kingdom's frontier. 
There be ſhall leave him free to chuſe what courſe 
His faney moſt affects. 

Per. Woge means all this? 5 
Dares guilt then be ſo brave ? and doſt thou free 
The man whom act of thine ſhall never win 
To owe thee aught but deep and deadly hate ? 

Pro. Go, ſee my orders inſtantly perform'd. 

. ' [Medon and Guard: retire. 


Surprize thy hope: twas what I never meant thee. 
But that fond woman who enſlaves my ſoul 
To all ber wiſhes, and ftill pities thee, 
With idle blandiſhments extorted from me 
A folemn vow to ſet thee free. 
Per. Confuſion! 
Pro. Thus I, againſt my better mind, releaſe 
My mortal enemy. But let it ſpeak 
The greatneſs ef my love; and what dull huſband, 
"Through all recorded time, e'er gave ſuch proof 
Of matchleſs fondneſs ? 
Per. Plagues ! perdidon | hell! 
Damn'd, dainn'd adultreſs!-—— Villain, ſlave, tis 
Thou ly't— What thee ! Oh, curſe— [ falſe : 
Pro. At laſt tis done. Exit. 
Per. Have I then liv'd to this? to this confuſion? 
My foe, the man on earth my ſoul moſt loathes, 
Rejoices over me; and ſhe——even ſhe 


Love, manhood, reaſon —— Come, ye fiſter-furies, 
Daughters of hate and hell! ariſe, inflame 
My mord'rous purpoſe ; pour into my veins 
Your gall, your ſcurpion-felneſs, your keen horrors 
That ſting to madneſs; till my burning vengeance 
Hath her full draught of blood 

[ Walking wvith a difturb'd motion, 


Oh, this poor brain! ten thouſand ſhapes of fury 
Are whirling there, and reaſon is no more, 
Him ! him ! a caitif black with every vice ! 
Debaſe herſelf to him !—the thought is bell! 
Well, well and I, how have I doated on her 
Whole eng; of fondneſs ! cheriſh'd, pleas'd, adorn'd 
er 
With a that love can give Yet ſhe has done this! 
Confuſion on m, folly Hi! the comes. 
Down, down, tempeſtuous ſoul! let me be dumb, 
And hide this ſhameful conflict that unmans me. 
Enter Eurydice, | 
Eur. He muft not know my ſecret fatal purpoſe, 
That I am fix'd to die ; left his great ſoul 
Refuſe a life ſo dearly fav'd——And now, 
All powers that pity humankind, aſſiſt me 
In this important bour! 


[ Aſide. 
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And is it thus we meet again! 
Per. Ha |! fee, B hell, the 
She comes prepar'd. By weep 2 Je, 
My rage will leap all bounds, " N 
Nur. My lord, my love, | 
know you look on me as on the cauſe, 


| The fatal cauſe of all your ills ; too true: 


That guiit is mine Ob, would to Heaven, this bead 


| Had been laid law in earth ere that ſad hour! 


Why did 1 ſhriak at ruin) why not bear 
All pangs, all horrors of beſieging famine? 
Alas! my love—But your taiſe faithleſs ſubjech, 


| To what have they reduc'd us?. 


Per. No; not they: . 
Tetrayer.! thou alone haſt made me wretched. 
Oh, death to a king's honour ! thou haſt ſunk me 
Into a proverb of reproach ; a word 
For low contempt, for ribbald ſcorn to mock at, 


Eur. Oh, dire error! 22 
My lord, my only love, by holy faith [To bim, 


| never was diſloyal. Rags and penury, 
Diſeaſe and death, ſhock not my apprehenſion 
Like that deteſted crime Il dare no more, 
Oh, fly my love ! haſte from this fatal place, 
And leave me to my fate. Oh, fave your life, 
While yet 'tis in your power! 

Per. My life ! Away. | 
And haſt thou vilely barter'd for that life 
Thy truth, and my fair fame? By yon bleſt heaveg, 
I could have borne all woes that wretchedneſs 


. { Groans under ; age, atflictien, pining anguiſh: 


And borne them like a man, I coul have ſmil'd 


At fortune's keeneſt rancor——But to know 


Myſelf deceiv'd in thee ! there, there I fink! 
There manhood, reaſon die. ; 
Eur. Oh, ye juſt Powers! 
Were ever woes like mine? What are the whips 
Rack, engines, all that murderous cruelty 


| Hath yet contriv'd==What are they all to this? 


This infamy that kills the ſoul itſelf ? 
Yet I will bear even this. 
Then here, by weeping, bleeding love I beg you, 
With ſtreaming eyes, haſte from this fatal place, 
The tyrant may recal his word; and then 
{ cannot utter more, 

Per, And thou can'ſt weep! 


|| Thou crocodile ! Theſe falſe, theſe lying tears 


Are daggers here, 1 gy—but doſt thou hope 
Thy mean diflimulation hides thee from me? 
Thou haft diſhonour'd, rvin'd me; and no 
My fight is, hateful to thee. 
But ſay, tell me, [ Returning. 
How have I merited theſe wrongs of thee? 

What was my crime? Can ail- beſtowing love 

Do more than mine for thee ?— When I call back 
The days that are no more Thou vert my all 


| Of happineſs; my ſoul ne'er knew a joy 


That was not thine ; my doating fondneſs lull'd 
It's hopes, it's fears, it's wiſhes, in thy boſom» 
O heaven and-earth !—and yet—Evurydice—— 
Thou could'ſt forſake me ap. 
Eur. Oh, this is too much! : 
Heaven knows, | would have dy'd to ſave thy life: 
gut we will periſh both, both die together 
Thy tears diſtract me. 1 will tell thee all. 
Per, Curſe on this weakneſs! I could tear 
eves : 
From forth their orb. hou exquiſite deceiver! 
Hence, leſt this arm ſhould do a deed of ſhame, 
And tain me with thy blood. 
Eur. On, but one moment ! 
For mercy's ſake, allow me one ſhort moment. 


[To bim. 


Oh, Prianderm—— 


Per. No; in the fight of all-beholding Joe, 


Here I renounee thee. What a ſlave to folly, 
To thy curs'd arts has Periander liv'd! 

Fur. Oh, cruel, cruel! haſt thou caft me out 
For ever from thy heart ? By all our loves, 
By the dear pledge of our unſpotted flames, 
Grant me one moment. [ Kneels, 
Here will I hang, grow to thy knees— Ves, ſpurn 


me 
Drag this bare bleeding boſom on the ground; 
Yes, uſe me as the vileſt ſlave—but hear me. 
Per. Awayy away | 
Zur. Then firike me dead at once. 

Look here, my love; I ſhrink not from the blow, 
Per. That were poor vengeance. No, I meditate 

A nobler ſacrific [Alarm of trumpets. 

Ha! what's this ? [Alarm again, 

Th' alarm is urgent, big with war and dread. 

] am the ſport of fortune. | 

Enter Meliſſa. 
M.. Oh, my lord, 

Some wonderous birth of fate is ſure diſclofing ! 

Procles calls out to arms; his guards ſwarm round 

Haſte in each ſtep, and fear in evety eye. [him, 

This way too, Medon ſpeeds, and in his train, 

A gloomy band of ſoldiers. 
Per. Let him come. g 

Death has no terrors, when to live is ſhame. 

Enter Medon at the bead of one Party, woe burry 
the Queen off the Stage; Leonidas at the Head of 
another, who remove the King. 

Med. Be quick, ſecure the queen. 
Eur. What mean'ft thou, ruffian? 

Muſt we then part ?—Farewel, my lord, for ever. 

Per. Thou too, Leonidas —Nay, then 
LExeunt all but Leonidas: 
Leon, O, ove ! 


Eternal and fupreme, whoſe nod controuls 

The fate of empires, whoſe almighty hand 

Suſtains the weale, and raiſes virtue fallen, 

Now to this royal ſufferer deal thy mercy 
Aid his juſt arms, and teach mankind to know, 
Thy ſovereign juſtice ſways the world below. 


; ; bl 


. 
Enter Eurydice and Meliſſa, 


Fur, W HAT may this mean? The gloomy 
band of ruMans, 
That bore me hence, vaniſh'd 1 know not how. 
And hark! no ſound, no breath of human voice; 
But all around the depth of ſolitude! 
Adumb and death-like ftilneſs! My foul trembles; 
And apprehenſion peoples the lone void, 
With fears of horrid form But what can fate? 
What can the wrath of all the gods inflict, 
Beyond what I have known ? 
Mel. My gracious miſtreſs, 
This awful momeat is, perhaps, the criſis 
Of all your future life. Your guards fled ſudden, 
And late the; neighb'ring courts were loud with 
__ tumult, 
Which dy'd away in flow and ſullen murmurs. 
Some turn of fate is near. Leonidas 
In hafte bore hence the king, doubtleſs to ſave him 
From his dire foe; or at the people's head, 
Once more to place their ſovereign, and reitore 
Youto your former ſtate, 
Eur. All othetwiſe 
My thoughts foredode. There is one deadly ill, 
A hich, oh, too lure, no time, no chance can heal! 
nd at the dawn of day, juſt as theſe Id 
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My much-lov'd mother, ſtood confeſs'd before me, 
Pale as the ſhroud that wound herclay-cold limbs: 
Her eyes fix'd on me, till ar d motionleſs, 
Streaming unreal tears. She groan'd; and thrice, 
In low, ſad murmurs, bade me to her tomb, 
To meet her there—And there, in death alone, 
in the dark grave, can poor Eurydice . 
Expect repoſe, 5 
Mel. Oh, no! juſt Heaven, I hope, 
That ſees your innocence, has yet in ſtore 
Much bliſs, and many days of peace for ou. 
Eur, I know his heart is quite eſtrang'd, and ſhut, 
For ever ſhut againſt the voice of love, 
And can my heart ſurvive it? Shall I live 
With publick infamy? a theme of ſcorn 
To all licentious tongues? Oh, in that thought, 
Death's keeneſt dart has ſtabb'd my ſoul already ! 
And what comes after is not worth my fear. 
Mel. Ha! Madam, this way caſt your eyes, 
and ſee a p 
What ſwarms of men; theſe flying, thoſe purſuing. 
Eur. Now, lord of battles! join thy powerful armz 
Aﬀert the cauſe of righteouſneſs ——Buthark ! 
The thunder of their ſhouts grows near and loud. 
This way the combat turns. By all my hopes, 
The tyrant's party flies ! Look, look, Meliſſa, 
Their broken numbers to the fortreſs bend. 
Mel. And now with eager ſpeed they climb th* 
That leads to us. | Laſcent 
Eur. But who is he, Meliſſa, 
That, like the god of war, flames foremoſt yonder ? 
See his ſword lighten, and the foe fly ſcattering 
From his tempeſtuous arm !—Hal—yes—Oh, Hea- 
'Tis he, tis he himfelf, tis Periander |! Iven! 
Oh, miracle !J=—— He looks again a monarchs 
Dreacfully glorious. Throw, all ye powers, your 
Of providence before him; think on all ſhield 
His cauſeleſs wrongs, and do him juſtice now. 
Mel. Ah! Procles comes. 
Enter Procles, followed by a Party of his Guards, 
Pro. Confufion ! all is loſt. 
That traitor has undone me; and thoſe ſlaves, 
The falſe Corinthians, in a moment's flight, 
Threw all their gates wide open to the toe. 
Of hope abandon'd, and the gods againſt me, 
What now remains ?—=The queen! By Heavea, tis 
well! 
Their boaſted triumph is not yet compleat 
She's mine, ſhe's mine, and I am conqueror till ;— 
You, bear this woman thro' the poſtern gate, 
: To one fartye 
Down to the ſouthern ſhore. I ſail this moment 
For Epidaurut—Y ou, the while, make head 
[To another. 


Againſt the near purſuit. Away! 
Zur. No, tyrant; I will die firſt.— Off, baſe flaves. 
Dare ye, dare carth-born peaſants violate, 
With your rude touch, the majeſty of kings? 
Ah, Heaven 
Pro. Be quick 3 nor liſten to her raving. 


Enter Medon. 


Med. Undone, undone ! the poſtern gate is ſeiz'd, 
That curs'd Leonidas 

Pro. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, Medon ? 

M-4. By hell, our foes ſutround us on each hand: 
We're taken in the toil. 


Pro. Unequal powers! 
Aud dom — how deceiv'd me? Rais'd me high 


Wich traiterous kindneſs, but to plunge me deeper 


In howling Ceſperation ? 
One blow deitroys his triumpb, 
B 2 


I2 
Andlevels him at once to my deſtruction. 
We [ He draws a dagger. 

Eur. Strike, tyrant, and compleat thy monttrous 

crimes. . ; 

See, thou pale coward; ſee, a woman braves 
Thy guilty dagger. 

Pro. Some Power inviſible arreſts my arm! 
— But ſhall 1 loſe 
This only moment? No! be ſtrong, my heart; 
Be ſhut againſt all human thoughts, and ſcorn 
Theſe warrings of thy hoſtile gods—'Tis done. 
Enter Polydore, Leonidas, and Soldiers; Polydore 

- puſhes Procles back with his Lance. 

Pol. No, traitor! murderer! no: Heaven is more 
Than to permit a life ſo much it's care (juſt, 
To fall by thy vile hand. Secure the tyrant, 

LT bis Soldiers. 
My mother ! 
Eur. Oh, my fon! 
Pol. Tranſporting joy! / 

Eur. Oh, extaſy! And do I ſee thy face? 

And do I hold thee in my trembling arms. 
Thou darling of my love! thou early hero! 
Oh, thou haſt ſav'd us all! 

Pol, This, this is triumph ! 

And I can aſk of bounteous Heaven no more. 
Wag ever joy fo full? This feeble arm, 

h, pride to think! has ſav'd the (ſacred lives 

rom whom I drew my own, 

Eur. And is this poſſible ? 

What ſhall I ay? - But language all is poor 
To ſpeak the tender yearnings of my ſoul. 

O Polydore ! did ever parents know 

Such tranſports as do thine? Did ever ſon 

© Deſerve ſo well of parents! —-Good Leonidas, 
I ſaw thee not before; indeed I could not, 
My eyes, my ſoul were ſo cloſe fix'd on him. 
But ſay, redouble this day's bliſs, and ſay, 
Whence this amazing change ? 

Leon. My royal miitreis, 

. The gods have done this. One half of the fleet, 
As led by their peculiar hand, eſcap'd 
Yeſterday's ruinous ſtorm, and with the dawn 
Enter'd the port unſeen; their ſecret landing 
Befriended by the morn's wide-hovering miſts, 
Inſtant, inform'd of his great father's fate, 
Your Polydore, this gallant, royal youth, 
Pour'd forth his eager troops, and at their head, 
Swift as heaven's darted fire, flew towards Corinth, 
Which open'd wide her arms to take him in, 
His fortune ſpeaks the reſt. 

Eur. O ſovereign Goodneſs, 

Be thine the praiſe; this is thy wond'rous work. 
The king, how was he ſav'd? 
Leon. Struck with his danger, 
The tyrant had to preſent death devoted 
His ſacred head, I counſel'd, and prevail'd 
(Procles Rill thought me his) in bonds to hold him, 
As our ſure pledge of ſafety, ſhould ſucceſs 
Deſert our arms. The following moment ſaw him 
Free from his chains, and foremoſt in the fight—— 
And hark ! theſe joyous ſtrains proclaim his triumph, 
Zur. Retire, my lon; I would not meet him here, 
[C.. Eurydice, Polydore, ad Meliila, 
Enter Periender, Ariſton, and Attendants. 
Pc. Ad.] She flies— Thou coward, guilt!— 
ut hence that thought 
Advance toxwards Procles, 
At length the mesſure of thy crimes is fuli; 
Thy high-plum'd pride lies humbled in the duit; 
An awful jutlice comes, array dein terrors, 
To mee enquiry tor the guilt that (wells 
hy black accounts Butl will check my heart, 
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Nor learn of thee to triumph o'er the fallen; 
Bear him to priſon. 

Pro. Yet, I will be free, \ 
And ſoon beyond thy power. Knowing the work, 
1 laugh at all to come. 

Per. [To Med.] For thee, thou vile one, 
Thou pander to thy maſter's luſts, thou ſycophant, 
(The moſt pernicious preſent angry Heaven 
Can make to princes whom it means to blind, 
Aud ruin beyond mercy) thy juſt doom 
Is inftant. Spurn this ſlave into the ſtreets. 
The furious people, whom his earth-born pride 
Has trampled on, and numerous rapines beggar'd, 
Will find th' oppreſſor out, and as they tear 
His guilty limbs, think all their wrongs o'erpaid, 

— xeunt Procles and Medon guarded, 
Leonidas, my father and preſerver, 
Riſe to my arms. By Heaven, 
This wond'rous revolution of my fate, 
Thischange, that gives me back my crown ind name, 
Rejoices me yet leſs, than that I owe 
The gift to thee. 

Leon. Ob, ſacred Sir, forbear! 

The tranſport to behold you thus again, 
Is great reward, Now your old man can ſay 
He has not liv'd in vain, Ye bounteous P 
Diſmiſs me now in peace; for I have ſeen 
My maſter bleſs'd ! | 

Per. No recompence ean equal 
Such matchleſs goodneſs. . But I will repay thee 
A way more pleaſing to a ſoul like thine, 

By running till in debt to all thy virtues, 

Thou know'ſ th' unhappy, envy'd ſtate of kings; 
How perilous the height ſo near to heaven: 

All round is precipicez and on each hand, 
Foremoſt in place and truſt, their deadlieſt foet, 
Power, paſſion, pleaſure, wait to puſh them hea 


Ng. 

Thy life has roll'd thro' all the various round 
Of human chance; and years of hoary thought, 
Cool and unpaſſionate, have taught thee wiſdom, 
Be ſtill my guide, and ſave me from the ſnares 
That thus beſet me; ſave me from myſelf, 

Leon. My heart can only anſwer to this goodnel 
By filent gratitude and joy—But, Sir, 
Forgive me, if I ſay, another care 
Demands yovr preſent thought. | 

Per. [ Afide.] Fatal remembrance ! 
At once inflam'd my ſmother'd rage burns up 
With fiercer blaze. He muſt not know the purpoſe 
With which my boſom labours, Yes, 
Of that we'll talk anon; but now I wiſh I friend, 
An hour of privacy. Ariſton, ſtay. 

[ Exit Leon, 

Thus far have I repreſs'd the ſtorm within me, 
Held down its furious heavings z but they now 
Shall have full low, I am once more a king: 
My foe is in my hand, and breathes this air 
But tiil | doom him dead ; yet is not he 
So curs'd, fo ruin'd as his conqueror ! 

Art. What do I hear, my lord ? 

Per. Atty good Ariſton, 
The hottots of thy tale were true She hat, 
She has betrayed me. 

1 l. S-nce the queen is fallen, 
There is nv trutt in woman 

Per, Nor na hope | 
ror wretched Periander, Not the grave 
Can hide me now from ſcorn z not length of qm 
Will wear out this, Oh! never-dying ſhame | 
Worlas vet unfound will hear itz and where et 
The guilty tale is told, my fate will rails 


Bale anitth, or baſer pity. 


_ 
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EB URY 
. Could the queen 
af — bb Procles ? Falſe, fond ſex! 
, wy by reaſon, ever wandering wild, 
\ fancy whirls, from folly on to folly, 
dom vanity to vice. My gracious lord, 
we is beneath your anger- Caſt her out 
rom all your ſoul, and be yourſelf again; 
Reſume that reaſon, Sir 
Pr. Away! Can reaſon 
Arreſt the whirlwind's wing, or quench the foreſt, 
Struck by the hand of Jove, when all its woods 
In one broad conflagration blaze to heaven? 
Tis reaſon makes me wretched ; for it tells me 
\v ſhameful this mad conflict of my paſſions : 
But does that Rill their uproar ? Here, Ariſton, 
Works the wild ſtorm that reafon cannot calm. 
I muft, I will have eaſe, 
Arift. You may; dut, oh, 
The remedy is dreadful, and will give you 
Swoonings and mortal agonies! I tremble 
To mention it; but ſuch your ſoul's deep malady, 
No gentler cure can bring the health you want, 
Her death, my lord 
Per, Ha ! death— My ſoul ſhrinks back 
From the dread image. How | forever loſe her ! 
My queen, my wife !-—Behold thoſe eyes no more, 
That were the light of mine ! no longer hear 
That voice, whoſe every ſound was harmony |! 
Of to foothe tumultuous rage, and heal 
The wounded heart of anguiſh==Caan It be! 
Oh, miſery ! Why, why is thie! 
. Alas, 
You love her ſtill, my lord, and know it not! 
Pe. Ye gods, why am I thus driven to and fro 
By every blaſt that blows ! Alt is too true. 
A traiterous ſoftneſs ſteals o'er my juſt rage, 
And melts me to the dotage of low pity. 
Oh, thou mean heart! Is ſhe not falſe? And J, 
Shall I fit down with tame diſhonour ? Take 
Pollution to my arms? Grow vilely old, 
A tale for drunkards in their wine? The mirth 
Of midnight libertines, when they recount 
Their triumphs o'er baſe women? No! the dies: 


I tear her from my breaſt, tho' the life · ſtream | 


Should iſſue with her. Hear me, then, Ariſton, 
Do thou prepare a ſecret draught of death, 
Of power moſt ſwift and baneful, and be ready 
Upon my fatal ſummons. 

Ai. Spare me, Sir; 
| like not this employ. 

Per, It muſt be thine, 
| have no friend in whom to truft but thee ; 
Ant ſhe ſhall die ut think'ſt thou, good Ariſton, 
| ſhould not hear her firſt? 
Something within me cries that I ſhould hear her, 
It is not, can't be love. Tis my revenge, 
Al Gireful now, that would enjoy her tears, 
Her lying oaths of innocence, her new 
And added perjuries z then fink her down 
To the dark world, with all her crimes upon her. 

Arif, 1 will talk no more on this difſtreſsful 

theme 

; Per. Ariſton, ſtay, 
whit of theſe tears, ſpite of this fond diſtraction, 
1 de done. A king may live unhappy, 

it not with loſs of honour unreveng'd, 
— ſummon all thy firmneſs, oh, my ſoul! 
d dare to be accurs'd, fince thy ſad choice 

i ame or miſery, I am reſolv'd. 
_ who watch o'er the chaſte marriage bed, 
Dec Wien Jove, and all ye powers infernal ! 
b 1 + I kneel, as in your awful preſence 1 

7 Mat invidole, that dreaded lake, 
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13 
Th' irrevocable vath that bindy even you, 
Here I pronounce, and ſeal her doom of death, 
Enter Eurydice ; Se kneels to Periander, who, af 
ter looking at ber ſome time with emotion, flings 
away without ſpeaking. 
Eur, Not hear me l not 
word! 

'Tis hard indeed -The wretch of many —_— 

j 
Whom mercy dares not ſave, is gentlier us 4. 
His rigid judge is leſs ſevere than mine. 
Ye Powers, have I deſerved this | Did my heart 
Ee'r harbour one looſe wiſh ? Vourſelves can tell, 
The morning's orient beam is not more pure, 
More ftainleſs than my truth. Was ever fate, 
Were ever woes like mine? Even in the hour 
Of general joy to all, while pleaſing hope 
Sprung faſt within my heart, I find myſelf 
Undone for ever; ſunk to riſe no more ! 
Not hear me !---then I know my doom is fd. 
And ſhall I ſtay to hear the foul ſurmiſes, 
The ſcurril taunts, the falſe upbraiding pity, 
The keen revilings that muſt uſher in 
My public ſentence ? Can there be in death 
Such pangs, ſuch piercing agonies ? Impoſſible? 
Death is repoſe and calm, is ſoft Elyfium 
To thoughts like theſe. I willpreventtheir tri 
And ſave myſelf this ſhame. Tis but to loſe 
A few unhappy moments; 'tis to reſt 


vouchſafe me one por 


| The ſooner from my cares; to feel no more 


The bitterneſs of miſery and inſult 

That bait my weary ſoul, Then it is fir'd, 

* Spite of the woman, no fond tear ſhall lows 

No figh ariſe, the coward ſex to thew. 

When life is ſhame, and glorious freedom nigh, 
A Grecian and a queen muſt dare to die. { Exite 


r 
Periander walking diſorder d, Leonidus followings 


Leon. My lov'd maſter ! have I liv'd to ſee 
This fight of woe ? Alas! is this to con- 
Are theſe the fruits of victory? Iwwer? 
Per. Away ! 
Why nam'ſt thou victory to me, a ſlave 
Subdu'd and tyragniz'd by his worſt foes, 
His unrelenting paſſions? Talk of ruin, 
AndI will hear thee; talk of hopeleſs miſery 3 
No other ſtrain befits thy maſter's triumph. 
Leon, This is the language of ſupreme diftreſs, 
Impatient of itſelf. My gracious lord, 
Forgive an old man's talk, who would this moment, 
Might this poor life bring back your peace of mind, 
With joy relign it. 
Per. That were to bring back 
The darted ſun-beam. Oh, no! my foul | 
{| Has bid the laſt farewel to happineſs, 
To hope itſelf. And yet I thank thy love, 
Indeed I do—But leave me for a While. 
| would be private. | 
Leon, Sir, | dare not leave 00 
Forgive theſe tears I dare not leave you thus 
At variance with yourſelf, I read too plain 
The fatal thought that wakens in your boſom, 
Per, And wouldſt thou have me live this abje& 
ching? 
This ſlave of folly? For | te!l thee, bluſhing 
With ſhame and throng abhorrence of m5(: it, 
| cannot tear that woman from my foul, 
Falſe, faitiileſs as (he is [Non 1 will die: 
That | revenge u fill within my pawers 


G 


U 
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Less. © thou mercileſs deſtroyer |} 
Too, long, my lord, you liften to the whiſpers - 
Ot that domeſtick foe, that boſom traitor. 
= mercy's ſake, throw not away ſo raſhly 

ie jewel of your ſoul. Some unſeen error 
Miſleads you Mom the truth, and ruins her, 
Grant her a moment's audience, 
Pore I have ſwarn 
That the hall die, 
Leone Is then ber ſacred life 
Of (6 (mall price, to cait her thus away 
With blind precipitance ? Your queen, my lord, 
The faireſt form, the moſt exalted mind, 
Once fo ador'd and lov d, to Whom your ſoul 
Still cleaves with fondneſs ! Can you give her up) 
The mother of your darling, Palydore, 
Unbeard, wnity'd, to death and infamy ? 
Can you do this ? 
Per. Oh, by my foul's rong angulfh, 
I would moſt gladly blot out from my thoughts 
All memory of pait time | 1 yet would queſtion 
The waking evidence of every (enſe, | 
To give her back that virtue, thoſe fair beams 
That hone on our firſt lover, Ihen war | bleti'd 
Beyond the race of men, belov'd and loving, 
Honour'd and happy ; and my name as dur 
ud forth, and breathing fieſhneſy all around, 
h, days ofdear delight | That 1 cauld fix 
For ever there, and, and think av farther vn | 
I wil), if poſſible. : 
Leon, Oh, bappy change ! 


Confirm this gentle purpole, favouring Heaven ! 


I fly to bring her hither. 
Per. Stay thee yet. 
I. would reiolve, but cannot. Love and rage 
By turns aſſail me; melt me now to mercy, , 
Now roua e me to diſt action Ob, my heart! 
Leon. Then puniſh the ſole cauſe of all your 
On the great criminal, or Procles' head [pangs : 
Diſcharge the fulneſs of a righteous vengeance, 
And juſtify the gods, Let the rack tear 
The traitor's limbs; and as he howls with anguiſh, 
Kxtort confeſſion from him of the lyes, 
The dark aſperfions, that have well nigh ruin'd 
Your injur'd, virtuous queen, and tortur'd you, 
Per. What haſt thou done ? Oh, that deteited 
name! : 
Thou know ſt not half my madneſs : that curs'd name 
Has ſet my brain an blaze, and call'd up there 
Ten thouſand furies. Heil! haſt thou not heard 
What ſhame and ſcorn, what vileneſs and confuſion 
He heap'd upon my head——and ſhe the cauſe ? 
eon. Oh, Heaven ! and is this retribution thine ? 
Muſt virtue know what vice alone ſhould feel ? 
Per, Forbear, fond man, That Heaven thou 
dat ſt accuſe, 
uſt, tho' myſterious leads us on unerring, | 
hro' ways unmark'd, from guilt to puniſhment, 
I vow'd, alas! and with ſtrong adjurations 
Bound that juſt yow, to ſet my country free, 
This, to my father, on his bed of death, 
Solemn 1 ſworewBut, ob, blind luſt of greatneſs! 
Thro' wantounels of will I lightly weigh'd is, 
Nor fear'd the bout of terrible account, 
That hour is come and what availe It now 
That 1 with equal hand and gentle rule 
Have (way*d-ny people 1 am puniſh'd moſt; 
Where | had bid my ful be moſt ſecure 
Of happineſs for yeats— Ha Polydore | 
Enter Pulydure, 
ſi1d 1 wou'd be private. 
Pi, Oh, my tather ! 
Here jul me kneel Hor ever, weep theie ayes 
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(Would 1 had perifh'd Reſt | for all wa talley 


To blindneſs, and ne'er know a of 
| er. What would my deen 2 
J. Alas What means | 
| This common face of woe that meets my fight 
Where'er I turn? Even now, while bappy Coriak 
Blazes with triumph; while the a Ver 
Reſound to heaven their vaice of general joy. ban 
The palace is in tears, Her filent courts 
Are dark with mourning, as if Death and Ruin, 
Not Victory, had fix'd their manſion here! 

Per. There is a cauſe, my ſon, a dreadful one, 
But leave me to myſelf. 

Pol. Am I then grown 
A horror to your eyes What it my crime, 
That thus, with alienated look, you turn 
As from ſome baleful ohe? Yet, my father, 
Oft have you fworn, that in this face you (aw, 
And lov'd your darling queen, 

Per. Away, thy looks, 
Thy worde diſtrat me. 

%. Whither ſhall I fly ? 

Where hide this hated head? My mother too, 
Av now len her, preſſing full — eyes 
With fix'd and earneſt movrnfulneſs on mine, 
$tream'd Into tears then claſp'd me to her bol 
With ſuch (ad paſſion, ſuch tranſported trembling, Mate 
Av parting lovers that muſt meet no more, 
I begg'd to know the cauſe 1 af. ln the preſi'd my 
With fonder eagerneſs, and fighing ery'd, 
Say tothe king, my heart hat never ert d.“ 

Per. By Heaven, my foul melts at the piterst 
O Polydor ä lun. 

Enter an Officer. 

Of. My lord, the priſoner, Medon, 
Attends, and prays ad mittanes to your preſence, 
Per. Ha! Medon! Doſt thou dream ? Medon alin! a0 
Did 1 not charge thee ſtrict to caſt him forth ut t 


That moment to the fury of the people ? nd 
How haſt thou dar'd to diſobey ? f hi 

OF. Dread Sir, n gair 
As to his fate I led him, pale and trembling, pit, 
At ſight of the tumultuous crowd around, he ſor 
With utmoſt inſtance he requeſted of me at hi 
To ſave him yet a moment; for he had 's pe 
Secrets of prime concernment that requir'd bla 
The king's immediate ear. We hardly sc he x 
Into the ſouthern tower; th* unnumber'd rabble; i. ic 


With cries and threats, demanded forth their foe. Pee. 
At hazard of my life I ventur'd down, 
Sooth'd, flatter'd, promis'd them they ſhould heſe 
They are but now diſpers'd. [juſt 
Per, Leonidas, 
My heart miſgi ves me at that miſcreant's name- 
But let him eater. 

Enter Medon, 
Med. O king, renown'd for geatleneſs and mer) By Per. 
The nobleſt praiſe ! ſee proſtrate at your feet 
A criminal, who comes to merit pardon, 
By fair diſcovery of ſome weighty truths, 7. 
That much import your ſoul's repoſe and health. At.. 
Per. Say on 3 and if thy heart hes form da bop 
Of one hout's after-life, take heed thy tale 
Be ſtrictiy juſt to truth, 
Med. uus groveling here, 
With ſhame and ſharp remorſe I own my crime. 
Miſled by that ufurper, who, with mey 
Now ſhares the due reward of guilt like oute, 
Vo pleaſure him, unhappy that 1 In 
{ told, | Know not what of your good queen» 


And ſhe matt innocent. 
| Per, Perdition on thee ! 


What do | heap ! 


— 


pt 
Coriah 
bourigg 


„L 
Ruin 


Un 
Med, 1 614 Arifton's eas 
vich monſtrous tales, which hie plain honey, 
las ! *. — ted. | 
Per. Ye gods 
ad could your thunder fleep ? Pernicious ſlave ! 
it thou as many lives as crimes, not one 
Should "(cape my juſtice, 
drag him heuce, + .- [To the Guards, 
2d guard him at the peril of your heads. 
[Exit Medon guarded. 
hen, Amazing villainy ! 
Per. Oh, fly, my ſon ! 
ind the poor mourner out, and In my name 
ay all that weeping penitence can — 
t love returning promiſe. My full heart 
ill more than make it good: and may the power 
df (oft perſualion walt upon thy Ups. 
LTI Poly dore. 
from enchantment freed, the miſts diſperſe 
ly which my eyes were held That Injur'd falt! 
ow hall I meet her ſoft forgiving look, 
hom 1 fo much have wrong d 
Len. Thrice happy turn 
df vnexpetted fate 
Per. But let me fly 
ate her gentle arms ; there loſe the horrors 
hat have diſtraſted me z there loſe myſelf 
love's extatic joys, 


Enter Ariſton. 


| happy time 

— Berry Ariſton, 

nd I revoke my order, 

hall pay me dear for all. 
Arift. He has, my lord, ; 

ad the ſad tale is terrible. I rink _—_ 

ut to recount it. Slumbering conſcience rouz'd, 

nd flaſhing in his face the ſtartling proſpect 

df his paſt life, furious he daſh'd his head 

gainſt his priſon walls. I found him fallen 
piteous ſpectacle; rolling in blood, 

deform'd with pain : for agonizing death 

at hideous on his brow. Faiatly he drew 

's parting breath; yet all that breath went forth 
blaſphemies, aſſaulting Heaven with curſes, 

he ravings of deſpair, for fruſtrating 

is impious purpoſe on the queen, 

Per. How dreadful I— The hand 

Heaven is greatly juſt—But, oh, my friends, 

heſe ſtrange events have well nigh overturn'd 

his tottering brain. 1 feel I know not what 

f joy and terror, high amaze and trenſport, 

U blended here, and working in wild tumult. 


Enter Meliſſa. 


Per. Meliſſa— Ha} ſpeak mn—— 

Mel. Oh, my royal miftreſs ! 

he dews of death are cold upon her brow. 

Per, What means thy fatal words ? | 
A. J. Falſely accus'd 

f what her ſoul moſt losthes, and to deſpair 
your unkindneſt urg'd, the queen, alas ! 

is crunk a deadly draught. 

Per, Oh, heaven and earth ! 

e theſe at laſt my hopes ? "Tis I==Oh, horror 
is | have Murder'd he. 


ENR opening, diſcevert Rurydice freing, Poly» 
1 by ber, OY 
e righteour pods ! 


We were both deceiy'd, 
But curs'd Procles 
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My crown wo him that ſaves her 
| Fur. It cannot be. Already death invades - 
My ſhivering boſom. Yet alittle me ment) 
And | ſhall be with thole that reſt for ever, 
But here, in this laſt awful hour, I1wear, 
By that dread world, whither my foul is parting,-- 
I never knew pollution, I am Rill 
Veins and loyal wife. : 
Per. I know thou att, | 
Thou dying Innocence, My fatal blindne ft, 
Deſtructlon on my head bat ruin'd thee, 
My life! my ſoul's beſt joy! and muſt 1 loſe thee Þ 
Loſe thee for ever . -- Wietch | raſh (lool! - Oh, 
Forgive my madneſs! [ yet 
Nur. Thus, In thy lov'd arme 
Each unkind thought is lot. Now T die pleat'd : 
Now all is well -- Death thou art here Dee. 
Mel. Ah, he expires | The laſt dim miſt (wime 
Her cloſing eyes | (oer 
Pee. One moment, thou fair ſpirit, . 
One moment tarry for me- -- Thus we join, 
To part nv „ bis ſword to fab bimolf 
e to o 
Arifl. Ah | — 185 
Leon. My lord, what means 
This fatal ſury ? 
Per. Cruel men, away |! 
And would you then detain me longer here 
On this loath'd ſpot, to linger out old age 
With darkneſs and deſpair ? To curſe the hour 
That gave a murderer birth? Would you, my 
Have me live thus ? [| friends, 
Ari. Ye gods aſſuage his grief 
Per. Theſe righteous gods have caſt me off for 
My broken yow---Oh, terrible ! it hangs [ever- 
A burſting thunder, o'er my head. 
Pol. Alas, my father ! 
Per. O my ſon, my ſon | 
I have undone thee too, How dare ] look [neſs 
On that dear face, where thy loſt mother's ſweet- 
Smiles ſtrong reproach, and charms me into mad - 
neſs ? 
Then farewel, reaſon ; farewel, human converſe 3 
Sun, day, and time, farewel !-— All hail, deſpair ! 
Eternal darkneſs, bal !---Say'ft thou I've loft het? 
No, no; we will not part, Thus let me preſs 
Her clay-cold lips, thus weep my ſovl away 
On her chaſte boſom here. Oh, vet, my love ! 
My betrer life! Oh, yet lift up thy eyes! 
Oh, ſpeak to me 
Leon. Alas, ſhe hears you not! 
The ſoul is fled for ever, 
Per. O my queen ! 
— [He throws bimſelf by the body ; the rot fla 
weeping and filent. 
Ai. Gently raiſe him, 
Per. | Raiſing bimſelf vp.) Ha! there - ava 
me |! 'tis he ! the king of terrors ! i 
Lo, how the ghaſtly viſion glates upon me 
With his fxg beamleſs eyes - What path ie this, 
Dreary and deep, thro' which he drage we on 
But ſee the Furies arm'd! fee their tell ſerpents, 


That rouee themſelves to ſting me ! Ii there none, 


No power, to leteen them frum me! 

Lem. Gracious Sir, 

Where is that patience cameos 

Per, Soft! fee her plain, 

Yonder on high ſhe fits amid the godyy 

Who wonder at her charmi==And doit then (mile 
Upon thy murderer ? Thus let me kneel, 


„eve her back to life, and to your Jufilen 
0 this guibry head What's 25 dene“ 
duldet! Arifton ! fly, wy friends, 


Rida, Mom the mid deepe, that beckons me 


And weeping, worthip there: Ha | ferft thou there 
Yon flaming pov ? And what damn'd foul is thats 
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Helwaves me ſtill--By hell, tis hated Procles, 
The * of all my ruin 1 Traitor, yes, 

I come, Mo —— thee deeper ſtill 

In this torture — Oh * 


1. He dies! | 
— 9 


| 


Leon. Bear him gently hence. | 
Was gver fight like this -O jealoufy, — 
This ot thy dreadful work. Mey forvre de 
Learn here thy power, and mark, with 
From thy blind rage what mighty dorm riſe. 


